THE ENEMY                                   ZJl

said to me the other day: 'When a child no longer confides in
his mother, you can be quite sure that there is more on his miad
than he wants to tell/ I protested. I reminded the good Father
of the notorious Dezaymeries reticence. My poor husband was
just the same, and never really unburdened himself. . . . Still, I
am not sufficiently convinced myself to be able to reassure our
saintly friend. I have never dared to tell him that you refused to
communicate on the anniversary of Joseph's death. . .. My
dearest boy, I have been thinking a great deal and praying a
great deal. I suppose it was partly a mother's pride that led me
to think that you are different from other men, that evil is
powerless to touch you.... If I am wrong, forgive me for
making a foolhardy judgment. If my fear is justified, where
should you find a surer refuge than in a mother whose love for
you is so great that it may well be a cause of offence in the eyes
of a jealous God? But Easter is not far off, and on the Thursday
in Holy Week we shall, as we always have done every year,
kneel together at the Lord's table, and my child in his weakness
will take the bread that gives strength.. . /'

Fabien found it impossible to read further. He crumpled the
letter in his hand, and began to walk up and down the low, dark
room. His eyes were like those of some vicious animal. Could
he have seen them in a mirror he would have been terrified.
*Oh, why can't she leave me alone!' he muttered. 'I'm old enough
in all conscience, aad my troubles are my own concern. ,.. If
she really expects to see me at Easter .. / It was inconceivable
that he should go home. What possible excuse could he make
for not taking Communion* He would be quite incapable of
enduring in silence his mother's searching enquiries. The very
thought of the questions she would ask him made him grind his
teeth. But what carried most weight with him was the need he
felt not to leave Paris without being certain that the other
woman was still at his mercy,

*All the same, you don't love her, and you know it/ So much
the worse, then. There was no use in trying to probe that mystery,